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	1. A New Experiment

"Molly Hooper," Sherlock drawled, as he swung the door open dramatically.

She looked up at him as he entered the room. "Sherlock." It wasn't surprising, he often entered her lab to use it for experiments.

"Molly" he said again. "Molly, as you know, love is a chemical defect."

"I know you think that," she replied mildly, making sure to avoid any opportunity for her to hurt her. She would not let him walk all over her again.

"I would like to conduct an experiment regarding what is widely known as love."

This took an unexpected turn. Molly was about to reply when he went on.

"I would like to test this love thing against myself and I would like to do this using you and a dinner out at a restaurant."

Molly knew that she shouldn't jump to conclusions. "So you're saying..."

"Molly Hooper, will you help me experiment on love by being the variable to test against me." He doesn't say it as a question.

Molly finally allowed herself to smile. "Is this how Sherlock Holmes asks people out on dates?"

"You could put it like that, yes."

She started to laugh. "Sherlock ''married to his work' Holmes, asking me out? Did you plan this? Did you stress over it?" She teased.

He blushed a bit, but smiled. "Stress is unnecessary and I prefer to not omit to it, or admit to it at least, but yes I discussed it with John and contemplated it deeply." He paused. "So is that a yes?"

She giggled. "It's a yes." She pranced over to him and kissed him lightly on he cheek. "I have to go home, meeting my mom at dinner tonight." She swung the door open and left the room.

Once she was gone, Sherlock raised his hand to his left cheek that she had kissed, keeping his hand there for longer than he would ever admit. He, who laughed in the face of Criminal Masterminds an danced with serial killers. The high functioning sociopath stood there, completely shocked and overjoyed, but too vexed by the whole affair to show it, stood in the middle of the morgue, with his hand to his cheek, dreaming about the woman he was almost positive he loved and how they were going out to dinner.


	2. A Unique Evening Out
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	3. I think I love you

"Sherlock," she greeted, smiling warmly, he had been coming more and more in the last month since they had become something of a couple. They had been on two more odd dates, one was dinner with a crime scene, and the second had been coffee with an escaped criminal who turned out to be innocent. Despite the oddness, they were the best dates Molly had ever been on. She was more and more realizing that Sherlock appreciated her for her award, quirky self, and she for his snarky yet reserved self. They made a good pair.

"Molly," he said.

"I'm done with the lab, and I have some interesting parts of you, if you came for that," she told him.

"I didn't exactly come for that, but I would now like to take a look that you've mentioned it," he replied.

"What did you come for?" She asked him, now approaching him and standing at a regular talking distance.

"Remember when you helped me fake my death?"

"How could I forget?"

"Well, as you know, I stayed at your flat for a week before moving on."

"Yes, you did," she replied slowly.

"Well, I recall you saying that you loved your cat," he said.

"I did say that. I did love my cat," she replied.

"And then at our coffee, you mentioned his death," he continued.

"Unfortunately, yes," she said, now biting her lip sadly.

"I would like to take you to my flat. Now."

"Um, I have to clean up a few things, but I could go now, yes," she replied, taken aback.

"Good. John said that women like this sort of thing," he replied.

"What sort of thing?"

"And that they find it romantic."

"Romantic?"

"Yes. Shall we?"

Molly slipped off the lab coat to reveal jeans and a purple jumper. He took her arm and left with her.

They arrived at Sherlock's flat, and he lead her into Mrs Hudson's kitchen.

"Oh, you're here, sweetie," Molly had met Mrs Hudson a few times and they had gotten along incredibly well.

"Hello Mrs Hudson," she replied.

"Well, here they are," Mrs Hudson brought out two of the most adorable, possibly day old kittens in a basket.

Molly visibly gasped. "They are just the sweetest!" One was unusually scrawny and white with black markings with short fur, and the other was black with a white belly and paws. "How..."

"Oh you didn't tell her?"

"Mrs Hudson found them on the side of the road,"Sherlock informed her, "and when she brought them home telling me she was giving them away, I knew that they would be perfect in your care."

Molly was now holding them both in her arms, speaking in a baby talk that Sherlock did not understand.

"Do you like them?"

Molly laughed. "Do I? They are the most adorable things ever!" She looked up at him. "That's a yes."

"Do they have names yet dear?" Mrs Hudson asked.

"They're female?"

"Yes, both."

"Patsy," she held up the black one, "and Lily" she held up the white one. "Oh Sherlock," she reached up and kissed him on the mouth.

At first Sherlock was shocked, didn't know what to do, then he leaned into the kiss, kissing back.

"I think I love you."


End file.
